
The Tragedieef 

This deadly blot in thy digreffing fonne . 

Tor. So ihal my venue, be his vices baude , 

And he ihal fpend mine honour, with his flume. 

As thriftlcs Tonnes, their feraping Fathers gold : 

Mine honour hues when his difhonour dies, 

Orrny fliamdc life in his difhonour lies 
Thou kilft me in his life giuing him breath. 

The traitor liucs, the true man’s put to death. 

Du. What ho, my Liege, for Gods fake let me in. 
Kin£H. What Anil voice fupplisnt makes this egcr ctie’ 
Du. A woman, and thy aunt (great king) tis J, 
Speake with me, pitie me, open the doore, 

A beggar begs that neuer begd before. 

King Our feene is altted from a ferious thine, 

And now changde to the Beggar and the King: 

My dangerous coufin, le t your mother in, 

I know The is come to pray for your fbule finne. 

Torke If thou do pardon whofbeuer pray, 

More finnes for this forgiuenes profper may : 

This fcftrcdioyntcutoflfjthe reft reft found. 

This let alone will al the reft confound. 

Du. Oh king, hclceue not this hard- hearted man, 
Loue louingnot it felfe, none other can. 

Torke Thoufrantike woman, what doft thou make here? 
Shall thy old dugs oncemorc a traitor rearc? 

Du. Swecte Yoi ke be patient, heare me gentle Liege> 
KingH. Rife vp good aunt. 

Du. No* yet I thee befecch. 

For eiier wil I walke vpon my knees, 

And neuer fee day that the happy fee?. 

Till thou giue ioy, vntil thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rutlaqd my tranfgrefsing boy. 

Aum , Vnto my mothers prayers I bend my knefc 
7 'rokc Againft them both my true ioyntsbendcdbe, 

31 maift thou thriue if thou grauntany grace. 

Du. Pleades he in earned? looke vpon his face . 

Hu eies do drop no reares, his prayers-are in ie A, ^ * 
His words do come from his mouth, ours from our 3rea ^ { 
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King Richard the fecond . 

Meoraycsbut faintly, and would be denied, 
vv/pray with heartand foule, and all befide, 

Hh weary ioynts would gladly rife 1 know, 
rw knees ftdi kncelc ill to the ground they grow, 

H« pravers arc ful of falfe hipoenfie, 

Ours of true zeale and deepe integr.tie. 

0 ^ prayers do outpray his, then let them haue 
That mercy which true prayer ought to hauc. 

Km g Good aunt ftand vp. 

<Jj». Nay ,do not fay, ftand vp; 

Say pardon firft, and afterwards, ftand vp. 

And if I were thy nurfe thy tongue to teach. 

Pardon Ihould be the firft word ofthy fpeacb, 

Ineuer longd to heare a word til now , 

Wrdon King, let pitie teach thee how. 

The word is ftiorr, but not fo fhort as fweete. 

No word like pardon for Kings moutnes fo meete. 

Torke Speake it in French,Kmg fay.Paidonne moy. 

<Dx. Doft thou teach pardon pardon to deltro) . 

Ah my fowre husband, my hard-hearted L° r “ • 

That fets the word it feife againft the word. 

Speake pardon as tis currant in our land. 

The chopping French we do not vnderftand. 

Thine eie begins toTpeakc,fct thy tongue there. 

Or in thy piteous heart plant cliou thine care, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 

Pitie may mooue thee pardon to rehcarfe. 

KingH. Good aunt ftand vp. 

I do not fue to ftand. 

Pardon is al the fute I hauc in hand. 

King I pardon him as God ftiall pardon nae. 

Du. Oh happy vanraga^^nceling knee. 

Yet ana I ficke for fcare, fpeakc it againe. 

Twice faying pardon doth not pardon twainc* 

Butmakes one pardon ftrong. 

King H. I pardon him with al my heart. 

Du. A god on earth thou art . • , 

King H. But for our trufty brother in law and the Abbot* 
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